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EDITORIAL COMMENT 

TRUTH AND THE PARADOX 

■ ^"" i'HERR are times when the beauty of life seems 
too keen to be borne, seasons of joy or sorrow 
when the chaos of people and purposes as- 
sumes processional dignity, and the babel of 
tongues becomes a choral song. It is as if one 
watched this earthly episode from some far planet of larger 
spaces and years, and saw its criss-cross of lines, its blots 
and splashes of color, merge into a noble pattern set for 
the delight of gods. From that vantage-ground lost mean- 
ings become clear: the amazing effrontery of birth, life's 
heroic and unsatisfied search, the sudden silence of death, 
the tumultuous movement of generations around the nig- 
gardly fruitful earth — around a whirling ball suspended in 
space as by a single hair, held to its course by an incredibly 
delicate balance of warring forces — all these become an act 
of the eternal passion, a thought of the infinite conscious- 
ness, a daring flight of the universal spirit. 

To be a part of it all — to have lived in the solar nebula 
and resolved into the cloud-bound earth; to have quickened 
into the beginnings of life, and spawned and struggled 
through experimental ages; to have groped outward 
through fish and beast and bird, beating against barriers, 
blindly denying denial, unconsciously seeking consciousness; 
to be born at last into a being erect and sensient, who 
gathers and records knowledge, who feels beauty even to 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

the rapture of song, the ecstasy of art, who knows himself 
a little and gives that little away in love, who apprehends 
the truth a little in poignant suffering and joy; and finally 
to challenge the infinite with new demands, that would make 
of our life an antechamber and our death a gateway, that 
would round out the mighty circle of existence to the re- 
motest agony of truth: — to be a part of this colossal move- 
ment is a destiny so sublime as to be beyond the reach of 
deliberate thought, conceivable only in rare and sudden 
emotions, that come unbidden in moments of intense illumin- 
ation. 

The mystery is not the greatness of life, but its littleness. 
That we, so grandly born, so mightily endowed, should 
grope with blind eyes and bound limbs in the dust and mire 
of petty desires and grievances; until we can hardly see the 
blue of the sky or the glory of the seasons, until we can 
hardly clasp our neighbor's hand or hear his voice — this is 
the inexplicable mystery, the blasting unreality, the bitter 
falsehood that underlies all the dark evils of the world. 

H. M. 

POEM-GAMES 

On the evenings of November twenty-sixth and twenty- 
ninth Mr. Vachel Lindsay and Miss Eleanor Dougherty will 
give together at the Chicago Little Theatre, a presentation 
of a few of the former's poems, the poet chanting the words 
while the dancer interprets them. At least this will be the 
foimiila with The King of Yellow Butterflies, The Tree of 
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